ON   THE   LAGO   DI   GARDA

in her arms. Her husband stood as if overcast, obliterated.
She and I and the baby, in the sunshine, laughed a moment.
Then I heard the neighing, forced laugh of the old man.
He would not be left out. He seemed to force himself
forward. He was bitter, acrid with chagrin and oblitera-
tion, struggling as if to assert his own existence. He was
nullified.

The woman also was uncomfortable. I could see she
wanted to go away with the child, to enjoy him alone, with
palpitating, pained enjoyment It was her brother's boy.
And the old padrone was as if nullified by her ecstasy over
the baby. He held his chin, gloomy, fretful, unimportant

He was annulled. I was startled when I realized it. It
was as though his reality were not attested till he had a
child. It was as if his raison (Pttre had been to have a son.
And he had no children. Therefore he had no raism
cTfrre. He was nothing, a shadow that vanishes into noth-
ing. And he was ashamed, consumed by his own nothing-

I was startled. This, then, is the secret of Italy's attrac-
tion for us, this phallic worship. To the Italian the phallus
is the symbol of individual creative immortality, to each
man his own Godhead. The child is but the evidence of
the Godhead.

And this is why the Italian is attractive, supple, and
beautiful, because he worships the Godhead in the flesh.
We envy him, we feel pale and insignificant beside him.
Yet at the same time we feel superior to him, as if he were
a child and we adult
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